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DUCHESS OF DEVONSHIRE. 


MADAM, 


HE uncommon condeſcenſion with 
which your Grace permitted the fol- 
lowing ſmall Work to be Dedicated to you, 
demands my warmeſt acknowledgments, 


A and 


FF Þ 
Ld 
and muſt for ever live in my memory with 


unfeigned Gratitude. Obſcure, unknown, 


it might have been, nav, it was preſump-- 
0 | 5 79 1 


t uous to ſolicit; but your Grace, the conſtant 


Encourager of Arts, and Patronizer of 


Genius, with a Gencrofity. known but to 


few, and a Manner peculiar to yourſelf, 
granted me the Honour of laying it at your 
feet. This kind indulgence muſt cauſe my 
Verſe to. flouriſh : for, who will queſtion, 
the Merit of that which is approved by. 
You ? 

. . 

A Woman ſeldom writes without ha- 


z2rding much, for want of ſufficient Know- 


ledge ; and yet I conceive great Hopes from 


the luſtre my Book will receive, by having 


your. 


* 
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N 
your Name affixed to it: the Numbers 
will flow more harmonious, the Senti- 
ments more juſt ; and the recollection of 
your unequaled Beauty. and Virtues, will 
add grace to thoſe Lines, which might 
otherwiſe have too juſtly borne the epithet | : 
of Inſipid. I have endeavoured to preſerve 


ſimplicity of Style, and delicacy of Sen. 


- 
=— 


timent, which the celebrated Pope ſays, 
are the chief Beauties of Paſtoral Poetry: 
and how far I have ſucceeded, your Grace 
muſt determine; but certainly, if my Verſes 
ſhould pleaſe a perſon of your refined Taſte 
and Judgment, they cannot long continue 


ain want ef Public Favour. 
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(iv,) 
That they may aſſiſt to amuſe a vacant 
hour, is the utmoſt ambition, of 


Your Grace's 


Moſt obhged, devoted, 


And obedient Servant, 


A. CURTIS. 
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HAT Reception this Work will meet 


with is unknown; but the Author is 
apprehenſive, too much will be expeCted fromone 
whois ſo nearly related to Mrs. SippoRxs. It may 


therefore be neceſſary to inform thoſe, who feel 


themſelves inclined to criticiſe upon a firſt Pro-. 


duction, that ſome of the Pieces were written 
at the age of Fourteen ; and others under a com- 
plication of Difficulties ; that it was not a thirſt 
of Fame, but the repeated perſuaſions of ſome, 

perhaps 
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14. 
- perhaps, too partial, Friends, who urged the 


Publication. 


The NIGHT MARE will, perhaps, be conſi- 


dered as nouvelle, being a ſubject never before 


treated of by any Author except Spenſer, 
in his Fairy Queen, and there very lightly. It 
"muſt, however, be confeſſed, that the hint is 


taken from a whimſical painting of Fuſeli's, ex- 


| hibited laſt year at the Royal Academy. 


to Humanity, muſt feelingly lament the deaths 


The POEM ON PEACE was written in leſs 


than a Fortnight ; and if the execution fails, the 


deſign will not, it is hoped, be deemed deſtitute 


of Merit, its chief intent being a Pane$yric on 
thoſe Officers who ſo particularly diſtinguiſhed 
* themſelves, by their indefatigable perſeverance 


- and bravery in the late War. Every heart, open 


„ 
of Lord Robert Manners, Major Andre, and 
other unfortunate Gentlemen, who loſt their 
lives in defence of their Country. Every bene- 
volent mind muſt be ſenſible of the horrors of a. 
War; which has: robbed England of ſo many 
bright ornaments; and therefore will rejoice : 
at a Peace, which is likely to be productive of 
ſo much real advantage; particularly in our 


Commercial Affairs. 


Not uneonſcious of Defects in this Work, 
the Author ſends it into the World like an 
unblown Flower, either to expand or wi-- 
ther, as it is approved or condemned. It is. 
therefore ſubmitted to a generous Public, with 
full aſſurance, that if there is the ſmalleſt dawn: 
of. Merit,. it. will not be overlooked.. 
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H ARK! o'er the plain the trumpet's heard ne 
more, 
No longer dins the fury of the War ; 
Pale Slaughter, all diſtain'd with human gore, 
Is heard no longer threat'ning from afar. 


And ſee, on Albion's Cliffs a Maid appears,. 
Waving, with dove-like eyes, a ſnowy wand; 
Her preſence diſſipates our doubts and fears, 


She chears our drooping, our deſpairing land. 


B ”'Fis | 


F814 
»Tis heav'n- born Peace, with grateful Olives crown'd Ls 
She comes to bid her beſt lov'd children ſmile ; 
Oh!] be thy pleaſing influence ever own'd 
In this thy favour'd, thy diſtinguiſh'd Ifle. 


But had'ft thou, Goddeſs, ſooner lent thy aid, 


To ſave Britannia's Sons from fatal death, 
Full many a wife, and many a tender maid, 
Had bleſt and prais'd thee with their lateſt breath. . 


Then had the deep-fetch'd ſigh, and heart-felt groan, . 


Ne'er echo*d from the penſive widow's breaſt, 
Who now muit never hope the ſoft return 


Of balmy.comfort, and heart- eaſing reſt. 


Full many an orphan mourns a father's fate, 


Who might have liv'd to bleſs their later days, 
Had deadly Faction, and contending hate, 


Nc'er led him thro* Ambition's fatal maze. 


Then 


4::S 4 
* Then had lamented Andre, hapleſs youth, 


No fatal tribute to his country paid. 
"Great was his courage, great his love of truth, 


Tho? now unthought of in the earth he's laid: 


Doom d by the enemy to yield his breath, 


Calmly reſign'd without a groan or ſigh, 
He ſmil'd complacent in the arms of death, 


And in his country's cauſe did greatly die. 


Thy gaping wounds, O Manners, ill ſhall live, 
Thy valiant deeds make ev'ry boſom glow ! 
.For thee each ſympathetic heart ſhall grieve, | 
And to thy mem'ry drop the tear of woe. 


May ev*ry wreath adorn brave Elliot's brow, 
Who did each danger, greatly, nobly dare; 
Made Britain's foes beneath his ſtandard bow, 
And ſtood the waſting fury of the war. 
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For "A long years beſieg'd by France and Spain, 
He bray'd, undaunted, their united hoſt; 
Nor ſunk beneath pale Famine's meagre train, 


Nor wiſh*d to quit his dreadful, dang'rous poſt, 


Thou too, O Rodney! well deſerv'ſt our praiſe: 
In after ages heroes ſhall be taught, 

In lofty verſe, and fame-reſounding lays, 
How Rodney conquer'd, and how Elliot fought. 


The dreadful horrid ſcene wild Fancy ſhows, 
When fir'd by Fame, brave Rodney went to meet 
Upon the ſea, that high as mountains roſe, 

On victory intent, the adverſe Fleet. 


The darken'd air, the curling waves appear, 

The loud wind whiſtles, and the billows riſe ; 
The piercing outcries of the crew J hear, 

When the toſs*d veſſel ſeems to touch the ſkies. 


*Spite 
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”Spite of the ſtorm the meeting ſhips engage, 1 l 
Long kept aſunder by the roaring flood; 1 
Now, now they give a looſe to frantic rage, 


And the rough ſca becomes a foam of blood! | | 


*Twas then, O Manners ! eager of renown, [4 

Deſpoil'd of limbs, thou fought'ſt in Britain's cauſe; 
Gallia ſurvey'd thee with a ghaſtly frown, 7 
And *ſpite of enmity, beſtow'd applauſe. 


———————— 


Long Conqueſt ſtood upon cach ſpreading fail, 
As doubtful where to fix the laurel crown ; | | 

„ Britons,” at length ſhe cry*d, “ will (till prevail! 
& And Rodney claim Victoria for his own !” _ 


The Ville de Paris *bove the reſt did riſe, 

De Graſſe was her commander's valiant name; | 
But Rodney ſoon obtain'd the wiſn'd- for prize, | 
Rodney, the ſon of Glory and of Fame. 
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"How vain, alas! are all the hopes of man! 


On the wide ocean was the veſſel toſs'd; 


*?Tis thought ſhe ſunk beneath the boundleſs ſpan, 


And is to England, as to Gallia loſt. 


But let me wave the melancholy theme, 


- And fing of Peace, and all her ſmiling train, 


"Who love to wander near the mazy ſtream, 


or revel wanton on the flow'ry plain, 


To hail her bleſt approach, the genial Spring 


Shall ope her beauties to the raviſh'd fight ; 
And dreary Winter, with his ſable wing, 

Shall take a long, and not unwiſh'd for, flight: 
Next the glad Summer, crown'd with fruits and flow'rs, 


Shall frolic joyous o'er the daſied lawn, 


"Where paſſing zephyrs, from the groves and bow'rs, 


And op'ning roſe-buds hail thy happy dawn. 


1 5 The 


! 
The tawny Harveſt, waving o'er the field 
Its yellow bleſſings and its golden grains, 
Its ripen'd bounties more replcte ſhall yield, 


And give thee welcome to thy native plains. . 


Thou meck-ey*d Goddeſs, doſt delight to dwell. 
Within the violet-embroider'd vale; 

Or elſe within the ivy-cover'd cell, 
Or in the low and lilly fringed dale. 


At dappled morn, upon the ſloping hill, 

Thou liſten'{ to the horn's reſounding note; 
Or elſe beſide the gently flowing rill, 

Thou hear'ſt the ſound upon the waters float. 


Sometimes within the twining woodbineꝰs ſhade, 
Whoſe perfume ſcents the wanton Zephyr's wing, 

Thou ſit'ſt to hear within the neighb'ring glade, 
The new-fledg'd birds their infant carols fing. 


Favour'd 
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Favour'd by thee, now toils the lab'ring fwain,- 


= / Nor thinks his weary occupation hard; 
l | He ſings- Tis thou inſpir*ſt the artleſs ſtrain, 
; | =: Tis thou beſtow?'ſt his beſt, his ſure reward. 


| | When ſober Eve, in duſky veſtments clad, 
| | | Relieves him, happy from his daily taſk, 
' *Tis thou that mak'ſt his penſive boſom glad, 


| | For Peace beſtows whatever man can aſk.. 


T7 Thy gentle ſpirit in his boſom glows, 
Whene'er he ſpeaks of Arno's winding vale, . 
By thee inſpir'd, the accent ſofter flows, 
And taught by thee,. he ſweeter tells the tale. 


„ | | 'Thou halcyon Goddeſs, near me take thy ſtand,. 
| , i Thy gentle look does ev'ry care beguile ; 

= Round me thy ſoft, thy downy wings expand, 

| And chear my ſorrows with thy heavenly ſmile. 


O lead 


Ih 
© lead me by the gently purling ſtream, 


Whoſe pleaſing murmurs Jull to ſoft repoſe; 
Sunk in thy arms, O let me ſweetly dream! 


And ev'ry grief and ev'ry torture loſe. 


Daughter of Peace, Hygeia * ever fair, 
O wander with us by the mountain's fide 
Poſſeſs'd of thee, we lodſe The yoke of care, 


And all our moments, wing' d with pleaſure, glide. 


Far from the ſplendor of the glitt'ring Court, 
Far from Ambition's dazzling, dangerous throne, 
\ Let's rove---where mnocence and virtue's taught, 


T' adore thoſe glories God beſtows alone. 


And yet, among the great there's {till a few, 
Unhurt by envy, and untouch'd by pride, 


'Whoſe generous hearts no meanneſs ever knew; | 
Within whoſe ſouls ſoft Peace delights to bide. 


4** Goddeſs of Health. 


0 Tho? 
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"Tho? on the board the golden goblets ſhine, 
And Nature ſpreads her moſt luxuriant ſtore; 


Tho? ev'ry heart is warm'd with ſparkling wine, 


If Peace is abſent, joy is felt no more. 


Tho? the fond virgin feeds a hapleſs flame, 
And breathes her paſſion to the paſling gale; 
Tho? ev'ry ſigh conveys her lover's name, 


In hopeleſs anguiſh, to the filent vale: 


»Tis thine, O Peace, each torture to aſſwage, 
To wipe the pearly drops from off her eye, 

To mitigate the mad effects of rage, 

And bid her boſom ceaſe to heave the ſigh. 


O gentle Peace ! what language can define 

The joys, the tranſports, that thy form inſpires ! 
Thy modeſt aſpect, and thy look divine, 
Each boſom pants for, and each heart deſires. 


O may 


(04 Fl 
O may no fatal adverſe ſtroke divide 
And tear thee, Peace, from Albion's happy ſhore, 
But may*ſt thou ſpread thy wiſh*d-for empire wide, 
Till Time and Memory ſhall be no more. 


Commerce again lifts up its late-cruſh'd head, 
Pleas'd to behold the dawn of happier days, 
When di'monds, ſilver, gold, and uſeful lead, 
Shall ope to view in full enrich'ning blaze. 


Now once again our raviſh*d eyes ſhall meet 
Golconda's wealth, and Peru's ſhining ore ; 
Neptune ſhall waft them *croſs the ſeas, to greet 


Belov'd Britannia's long-forſaken ſhore. 


On the wide boſom of the filver Thames 
Arabia's ſpicy ſtore again ſhall ride ; 

And veſſels freighted from Heſperia's realms, 
On the ſmooth ſurface of the water glide.. 


© 2 America 
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America her native rocks ſhall view, 
In language and religion ſtill the fame ;- 
Britannia, to their int'reſts ever true, 
Shall fink. th* Opponent in a MotheP's flame. 


Thou Gallia, too, again ſhalt be believ'd, 

Again ſhalt trade upon this ſea-girt iſle ; 

Tho? thou our eaſy faith haſt oft deceiv'd, 
Yet on thy produce we will deign to ſmile. . 


Rever'd Britannia, in thy children pride, 
Belov'd of heaven is he who fills the throne ; 
In his firm breaſt his people's love reſide, 


Their warmeſt wiſhes and their hearts' his own. 


How ſhall my untaught Muſe fit language find 
To ſpeak the goodneſs of our much-loy'd Queen? 
For every virtue dwells within her mind, 


A concord, Phœnix· like, but ſeldom ſeen. 


Angelie 
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Angelic Peace! for ever hover round, 
And from dread War defend the coming hour; 
Near to Britannia be thou ever found, 


Guarding her cities with thy ſaving pow'r. 


Ye Heroes, to your native lands return, 
Who bravely have defended England's cauſe; 
For much our grateful, anxious boſoms burn, 


To give you juſt and permanent applauſe. . 


On thee, Britannia, may each bleſſing pour, 
May jocund plenty round thee ever ſmile; 

May Peace defend from ev*ry foreign Pow'r, 
And Commerce flouriſh in this happy Iſle. 


HENRY 
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HENRY AND JE SS v. 
11öü 


T HE Night was hideous dark ; no twinkling ſtar 

Shot a pale beam, or glitter'd from afar, 

When Jeſſy ſought the yawning Church-yard's gloom, ; 

To weep beſide her much-lowd Henry's tomb. 

« All hail, ye horrors ! dreary glooms,”” ſhe cries,. 

„Within whoſe ſhade entomb'd my Henry lies: 

« Full in the pride of youth, he ſought the grave, 

« Nor could my tears the lovely victim ſave. 

shall I no more thoſe beauteous eyes ſurvey, 

Nor. view that form, which ſnatch*d my ſoul away? 

« Shall I no more thoſe love-taught accents hear, 

+ Whoſe melting ſoftneſs charm'd th* enraptur'd ear? 

SO ſtain to virtue, and to virgin fame! 

„ Sev'n conſcious moons beheld my growing ſhame, 
75 ; „When 
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When death inſatiate, clos'd thoſe lovely eyes, 
e Blind to my tears, and deaf to all my cries ; 
Exe Hymen could his purple incenſe bring, 
Or white rob'd Virgins ſoft hymen'als ſing. 

„ Now the chaſte matron warns the ſofter young; 
With Jefly's ſhame the diſtant foreſts rung: 
e Scorn'd by each maid, and pity'd by each ſwain, 
« I fly the meads, and ſhun the hated plain: 
© Like ſome ſad ghoſt I glide from grove to grove, 
The wretched ſpectacle of lawleſs love. 


& All-gracious Heav'n! if woes like mine can move, 


„Quick take me to you---ſnatch me to my love; 

% come prepar'd to meet my utmoſt doom, 

«© And breathe my laſt upon my Henry's tomb.“ꝰ 
The Gods aſſent red grows the troubl'd ſky, 

And nimble lightnings dance before her eye; 

The raven croak'd, hoarſe thunder ſhook the ground, 
And echoing vaults remurmur'd back the ſound. 


„ hear the ſummons- Henry, I come !*? ſhe cry'd; 
Embrac'd his tomb, and with a'figh, ſne dy'd. 
WINTER. 


nnn. 


Now Winter, rob'd in chilling ſno ws, 
Advances flow along; | 

No flowret in the valley blows, 
Hufſh'd is the linnet's ſong. 


No ſmiling colours paint the ſkies, 


«Dark clouds obſcure the day =#® 
His cheering warmth bright Sol denies, 
Or ſheds a fainter ray. | | : 
Yon mazy ſtream, that us*'d to glide = 0 
With gently murm'ring ſound, | * 


Now ſpreads its glaſſy boſom wide, 
In icy fetters bound. 


But ſoon ſhall Spring, with genial heat, 
Renew the drooping flow'rs; 

Flora ſhall bloom beneath our feet, 
And deck our blaſted bow'rs. 


IR 


But, ah! within this care-torn breaft 
Eternal Winter reigns ; | 
No Spring can calm my ſoul to reſt, 


No Summer chace my pains. 


Should Nature all her beauties yield, 
To charm the eye or taſte; 
With richeſt colours deck yon field, 


Twould ſeem a dreary waſte. 


No more ſhall joy my boſom move, 
Tho' year on year ſhould roll, 
Condemn'd eternally to prove | 


The Winter of the Soul. 
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WHO BADE ME HOPE. 


'T HOU bad't me hope Alas! can Hope: 
| Reſtore Content, long loſt ; | 
Or ſafely guide the ſhatter'd bark 
hat's on the ocean toſt? 


When anguiſn tears the tortur'd ſoul, 
And heaves the pent-up frgh, 
And ſad reflection makes the tear 
Stand trembling in the eye; 
Thinkeſt thou, that Hope's delufive pow 'r 
Can aught of joy impart, 
To calm the tumults of my mind, 
Or eaſe a breaking heart ? 


CW 
Ah, no, my Friend! too oft has Hope 
My flatter*d ſenſe deceiv'd: 
She glittering proſpects oft has ſhown... : 
Too oft have I believ'd. | ; 
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DAVID GARRICK, ESQ. 
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LET every tongue be mute---for Garrick's dead ! * 
The Child of Nature ſeeks his native ſkies; 
With him, alas! the Graces all are fled, 


In him is loſt whatever Taſte could prize. 'Y 


Envy herſelf ſhall give the Genius praiſe, 


Shall own, fair Science grew beneath his ſhade ; 
And Fame for him ſhall plant the blooming bays, 
. To ſhade the tomb that holds th* immortal dead. B 
Let hollow blaſts be heard along the dale, 5 


And tuneful birds forget to hail the dawn; 
( Let ev'ry flowret die within the vale, 


Nor perfum'd cowſlips deck the painted lawn. 
> : Each 
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Each downy fwan, on Avon's flowing tie, 
Fading in muſic'ꝰ his departure breath: 

Shade of our Shakeſpeare, riſe ! for lo! the pride 
Of all thy works is gone---thy choiceſt Wreath. 


Let lavrel tributes deck our Garrick's tomb, 
While tears in torrents from our eyes ſhall flow; 
With woe-fraught hearts we'll quit the peaceful gloom, 
And pay to Worth, what Mem'ry can beſtow. 


'Ye weeping Muſes, ceaſe thoſe fruitleſs tears, 
No longer haunt yon melancholy gloom ; 
His voice now charms in heaven, ſeraphic ears, 


Tho? cold his aſhes in the dreary tomb. 


But ſoft awhile---behold yon opening ſky ! 
See, where he mingles with the bleſt above ! 
O Grave! where is thy mighty victory, 
Since Death's dread ſting creates immortal love? 
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Co, ſprightly | Goddeſs f fair and blithe, 
With eyes of azure blue, 
Who gently ſæimm'ſt the fleeting air 

With robe of motley hue : 


O lull me on thy ſnowy breaſt, 


To ſoft, enchanting fleep 5 
For on thy boſom Care's beguil'd, 
And Woe forgets to weep. 


Borne on thy wing, the cot I've view'd, 


The flow'r enamell'd mead ; 


| Heard Philomela's plaintive moan, 
And Shepherd's vocal reed, 
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The deſert wild, the craggy rock, 
And daſhing ſurge, I've ſeen ; 

The mould'ring tow'r, and blaſted heath, 
By Luna's lambent beam. 


On Avon's banks I've trac'd the ſtream, 
Where ſwans delight to lave; 
Their ebon oars there ever ride, 


Their proud necks kifs the wave. 


To Heaven J oft have wing*d my way, 
Where worlds eternal roll, 

There trod the ſpangl'd pavement o'er, 
And rov'd from pole to pole. 


Come then, thou Goddeſs, heav'nly fair, 
With thee, O let me live; 

With ſmiling mirth let me partake 
Thoſe joys which thou can'ſt give. 
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No more I hail the roſy-colour'd morn, | 


Or range with gladneſs o'er the tufted mead ; - f 
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No more 1 bruſh the dew-drops from the thorn, | 


Or join my voice to Damon's vocal reed. 


For, horror to reflection, now no more 
Eliza ſings, the wonder of the plain; 
When doubting whether they ſhould not adore, 


Admiring mortals heard the *witching ſtrain, 


% 


Within her ſpotleſs mind each virtue dwelt, 
She wip'd the tear from ev'ry ſorrowing eye; 
A tale of woe her tender heart would melt, 


And heave her boſom with the pitying ſi gh. 


Pale 
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Pale was the roſe upon her beauteous cheek, 
Robb'd of its blooming hue by pining Care; 
Yet ſweet Religion, fair and meek, | 
"Taught her the ſick'ning hand of Death to bear. 


ve gentle Virgins, on Eliza's bier 


Strew the freſh roſe, and ſnow-drop ever fair; 
Then if they fade, refreſh them with a tear— 
Eliza was deſerving of your care. 
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To A FRIEN D, 
"ON READING HIS 
POLYDORE AND JULIA 


IN THE LADIES MAGAZINE. 


YE tuneful Nine, inſpire my artleſs verſe ! 
Teach me in flowing numbers to rehearſe 
His praiſe, who told the melancholy tale, 
More ſoft than Zephyr fanning thro? the vale, 


He real Love from real Nature drew, 


And dar'd the Lover's feelings to the view: 


Painted what anguiſh, what diſtreſs he prov'd, 


When parted from the maid he fondly lov'd ; 


What pangs, what tottures fill'd the gentle breaſt 
Of Julia---Told how frantic, how diſtreſt, 


When at the altar, by a Sire's command, 


She gave her trembling, her unwilling hand, 


To 


To 
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To him ſhe hated.---Moſt unhap py Fair! 
Too ſoon you trod the thorny paths of Care: 
Affrighted Hymen from the Altar fled, 
Nor held his torch to light the nuptial bed. 
Haſte thee, fair Fame, thy laureate honours ſpread, 
In-wreaths unfading, to adorn the head 


Of him, whoſe name ſhalt flouriſh when he's dead : 


Ev'n ſterneſt Cenfure, . peitilent and pale, 

And Criticiſm, with its chilling gale, . 

Shall raiſe a Fane to ſpeak thy matchleſs fame, | 
And Envy's {elf build altars to thy name. 
Cautious I ſtrike the panegyrie ſtring, 

And fearful to offend, on languid wing 

The Muſe ſoars faintly---yet accept the lay; 


_ »'Tis Merit prompts, and Friendſhip bids obey. . 
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AN IMPROMPTU. 


THE Nine and Apollo from Pindus deſcended, 


To ſee if the race of mankind was amended ; 
And try, if each virtue to one fair was given, 
As-old Father Jove had oft boaſted in heaven. 
They travers'd the globe a fair female to find, 
In whom wit, good - nature, and virtue were join'd : 
In one there was pride, folly, noife, and ill-nature, 
Another was vain, without one blooming feature ; 
In each, there was ſomething that ſtill gave offence — 
For what is good-nature without there's good ſenſe-? 
And what is good-nature and ſenſe, when they're join'd, 
Unleſs with ſtrict honour they're cloſely combin'd ? 
Deceiv'd thus and vex'd, they prepar'd to be gone, 
When Phcebus reflected they*d paſs'd over one: 
Returning, they view'd in the Ducheſs of Devon 
E'en more than old Jove had reported in heaven: 


No 
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No envy, no malice, debas'd her pure mind, | 
To all ſhe was generous, to all ſhe was kind ;. 
As beauteous as Venus, like Dian as chaſte, 
Good ſenſe, ſparkling, wit, in her features they trac'd ; 
They found that deſpotic ſhe reign'd in all hearts, 
And they ſtil'd her thence forward ROTECTRESS OF 
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ITIs paſt the hours of happineſs are o'er :— 
They're fled! —and Reaſon lends her aid no more. 
Why throbs my heart, ah! why theſe killing fears? 
What means this, buriting figh, theſe falling tears ? 
Why ſwells my ſoul within its fix*d retreat? 
Why glows my boſom with unuſual heat? 
Say,. for thou know'ft, is it a ſin to own, 
Where Love reſides, no peace, no bliſs is known ? 
Not myrtle grove, nor amaranthine bower, 
Can ſave, can ſhield from Love's almighty power 
Whether in grove,. or by the chiding ſtream, 
My Love, my Azor, is my conſtant theme 
For him I ſigh, for him, alas! I mourn 
For him I weep, without-the leaſt return. 
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Say, can'ſt thou blame ſo pure, ſo chaſte a fire? 
Tis love refin'd, not wild or looſe defire : 
Peruvian maids, unlearn'd in wile or art, 
Can ne'er diſguiſe the feelings of the heart. 
O curſt Ambition! thirſt of laviſh ſtore ! 
Why did ride War invade our peaceful ſhore -? 


955 Why did the Spaniards ſeek Peruvian gold, 

e. By us unthought of, and in mines grown old ? 
rs K The never-dying lamps were burning round, 

* When lo! the temple ſhook=--the altar groan'd'! 


b Poſtpone the'nuptial rites!” the Incas cried, 
„Some dreadful evil will our land betide.”” 
| Scarce had the Prieſt pronounc'd this direful tale, 
n When diſmal ſhriekings fill'd the diſtant vale : 
| The Spaniards came, O horror to relate! 
er: Our nation bravely fought, and met their fate! 
The bleeding Fathers to the Altars bore 
Their Infants, blotted with paternal gore; 
Hoping the Temple would a refuge prove, 
And from the Stabber ſave the Babes they love: 
Round 
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Round the bleſs'd Image of our God ador'd 

J clung- with fervent pray'rs his aid implor'd; 

Nor pray'rs nor tears could ſave us from their pow'r, 
They cams, and—conquer'd in an evil hour; 

They bore me, trembling, o'er the boundleſs flood, 
Their ſwords ſtill reeking with my country's blood. 
Yes, my Irena! on the very day 

That was to join, they tore my Love away, 

Far from. my ſight —inſtill'd into his mind 

His love was finful, his religion blind; 

Taught him his houſehold deities to ſcorn, 

Nor praiſe the god that does illume the morn. * 

His fickle heart believ'd their faithleſs wiles, 
Deliver'd with-deceit—dreſs'd up in ſmiles. 

Why did 1 live to quit my native land, 

Where innocence and truth went hand in hand? 
Where feſtive. mirth, with ſoft contentment reign'd ? 
Each other's good—to us a joy unfeign'd ; 


We knew no falſhood in our happy times, 
Nor pierc'd the golden boſom of our climes. 


On 


*The Peruvians worſhip the Sun. 
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On Gallic ſhores there's nou cht but noiſe and firife— 
Contention and diſtruſt embitter life ! | 
Heſperian Maids have charm'd my Azor's eyes, 
While, ſunk in ſad deſpair, Zelida dies, 

Say then, Irena, can'ſt thou blame the fighs, 

That ſwell my boſom, and unbidden riſe? 

Ferhaps e'en now he at the Altar ſtands— 

And now the Prieſt for ever Joins their hands, 

Be ſtill, my flutt'ring heart !—be ſtrong, to hear 
The fatal news, without a groan or t-ar! 

Hear, that he never more ſhall bleſs my ſight, 
And calmly own—** whatever is, is right,” 

Not rifing morn, nor Afric's ſpicy gale, „„ 
That wantons o'er the perfum'd citron vale, | 
Can eaſe or pleaſure to my foul impart, 


Or calm the tortures of my breaking heart. 


Turn back thy ſtream, O Tiber ! quit thy courſe, 


And with loud murmurs make e'en Echo hoarſe! 


F Fade, 
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Fade, fade, ye flowers 0 drop your painted heads 
And fink, all wither'd, to your blaſted beds! 

He's gone, for ever gone! Unfaithful Youth ! 

Is this the fond return for love and truth? 
Sometimes, Irena, in yon tow*ring grove, 


Once ſacred ſeat of friendſhip and of love, 


While glitt'ring dew- drops deck the quiv ring trees, 
And gentle Zephyr fans a cooling breeze, 

Alone I range, when Luna mounts on high, 

To drop a tear, or heave the pent-up figh ; 

There rave J, wilder than the winds or ſeas, 

Sigh with each gale, and murmur with each breeze. 
Zelida, ceaſe—thou ſend'ſt thy fruitleſs fighs 

To one who heeds not tears or piercing cries : 

A Cave there is, 'once ſome ſad Hermit's Cell, 
Where Solitude and Peace were wont to dwell ; 
Beneath, enrag*d the ſurging billows rave, 

And waſh the bottom of the dreary cave: 


There, 
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There, 
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There, with dejected eye, I'll fit all day, 
And watch the curling eddies as they play; 
Till Death, with lenient power appears, | 
Calms my ſad breaſt, and ſtops: the guſhing tears; 
Then will each care, and ev'ry grief be o'er, 
And faithleſs Azor be beloy!'d.no more. 
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N1GHT"s fable curtains o'er the world were ſpread, 
And more than common darkneſs hung the air, 
While in ſoft fleep were weary mortals laid, 
And not a fiar kept twinkling in its ſphere : 


All Nature flept, with peaceful ſlumbers bleſt, 
Save only one, and ſhe, to joy unknown, 
Paſs*d the long hours without her uſual reſt, 


And for each breeze ſhe gave an echoing groan. 


| Three nights before, the Church -yard's horrid gloom 
Receiv'd her Lover, from the clay-cold bier; 
Her mind revolving on her Edward's Tomb, 


For him faſt flow'd the unavailing tear, 
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Her, dark Uriah, from her cavern deep; 


Beheld fit object for her helliſh ſpite ; 


Whoſe art could drain the waters of the deep, 


Transfix the ſtars, and turn the day to night. 


\ 
In Edward's life, the Witch he had revil'd, 
Deny*d'her alms, and thruſt her from his door; 


Bade her go howl in deſerts ever wild, 


And come with whining looks to him no mores 


This in her mind, ſhe mounted her Night Mare, 
A figure horrible to human view ! 

With rapid force ſhe cut the foggy air, 
O'er hills. and vales, and roaring floods fhe flew, 


At length alighting at a dreary cell, 
Where Witches meet, and incantations uſe ; 
Where terrors nod, and direful horrors dwell, 


_ Man's frighted reaſon ſorely to abuſe, 
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Im the deep coyert of a gloomy wood, 
Where nightly,  fiends and glaring ſpectres walk, 
This mould'ring, ſubterraneous cavern ſtood, 


In whoſe lone aiiles dread apparitions ſtalk. 


There to her ſiſter Beldams fhe imparts 
Her preſent grief, and aſks their helliſh aid; 
Intreats they'd ſummon up their ſubtleſt arts, 
To plague and torture the afflicted Maid. 


The Hags aſſent, and round their cauldron move, 
Throwing therein each pois nous deadly weed; | 
Philtres and drugs, infpiring hate and —_: 

Such as aſtound the inexperienc'U Maid: 


The ſerpent's tooth, the dragon's hateful blood, 
Hemlock, and hiſſing wper's venom'd tongue; 

.Foam of the ſea, and newly ebbing flood,. 

And panting hearts from dying turtles wrung.. 
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The thunder roar'd, the diſmal night-owl ſcream” 
The Witches mutter'd wiles, and horrid ſung ; 
The cavern groan'd, the flaſhing lightning gleam'd! 


The air with horrid-invocations rung 


The ſpell accompliſt'd, thro? he endarken'd air, 


With eager haſte, they flew to Edward's ſide, 
And there rehears'd their incantations drear— 
His voice procur'd, to Emma's bed they glide. 


Her form, moſt fiend-like, ſtill Uriah wore, 
And on her Mare to Emma's chamber rode, 
Who did with tears her wretched ſtate deplore, 

And oft in anguiſh call'd upon her God. 


Mid the impervious gloom of ebon night, 
The fond, diſtracted, wretched Emma, found 
His much- lov'd form oft fleet before her fight, 


And heard his voice in diſmal accents ſound. 
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Her lovely neck hung down beſide the bed, abt L 


| Her auburn hair erect upon her head, 


Pale ani diſtorted ſeem'd her beanteous facc! 


Robb'd by pale Fear of every female grace. 


On the white boſom of the tortur'd Maid, 


v, 


Uriah grinn'd in Aſmodean guiſe ; 
While cares for Edward Emma's breaſt invade, * 0 


She ſcarcely credits, ſcarce believes her eyes. 


She tries to ſpeakg—to ſtretch her weary arm; 
Her voice is loſt—ſhe cannot hear the ſound ; 

Nor raiſe her hand: ſo potent is the charm, 
By damned Magic thus envelop'd round. 


Drops of cold feat from off her boſom pour'd, 


While ſheets of fire ſeem'd falling from on high! 
Torrents of hail the ſiſter Beldams ſhower'd, 
Enlight'ning-now—then darkening all the ſky! 


The 


And vocal herdsmen, with the noiſy mills, 
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The night ſhe'd paſs'd thus reſtleſs and diſmay'?, 
When the plum'd Cock, glad harbinger of day, 
Aurora ſaw, in purple robes array'd, 
And the curs'd Wizards ſhrunk in haſte away. 


While the fair Goddeſs trips the daiſy*d hills. 
Sweeter the dew-beſpangl'd lawns appear; 


Aſſiſt from Emma's breatt to chace pale Fear. 


Th' ambitious dream of ſudden loſs of pow'r ; 
The poor are poorer, and the ſick grow worſe 
The miſer graſps in vain at ſhining ore, 


And each forlorn one feels an added curſe. 


The love-fick Maid of ghoſts and ſhadows dire; 
Thus Emma thought, when rous'dby Phœbus' beam, 

No more ſhe ſaw the falling flakes of fire— 
She-*woke—and found—'twas all an idle dream! 
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COME, Contemplation ! Nymph divinely fair! ; 
With meditative eye and penſive air: 
Xx Far from the fight of Folly's laughing throng, : 
| EY Far from the feſtive dance, or giddy ſong, 
O lead me !—where the angry billows roar, 


And waves contending, laſh the diſtant ſhore ; 
k Where rocks on rocks ſtupendouſly ariſe, 
1 Whoſe barren tops appear to touch the ſkies ; 
| There, on the beach, we'll teach the tear to flow, 
In all the tender luxury of woc. 
Then, when the Sun ſhall kide his en head, 
Aud ſeck in painted clouds his Thetis bed, 
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And the fill ev'ning claims our penſive walk, 
Of Nature's wonders and her works, we'll talk: 
Admire the humble vale, the foreſt tall, 
And praiſe the bounteous Hand that form'd them all. 
Ret urning homeward, thro” the Church-yard's gloom, 
We ſtop to view ſome hapleſs Virgin's tomb, 
Perhaps Eliza's to my mem'ry dear! 
Still to thy ſufferings falls the guſhing tear. 
Hail, ſacred Friendſhip! ever in my heart 
Shall dwell thy matiners mild, devoid of art ; 
Thy ſimple converſe, thy unweary'd truth, 
Thy matchleſs faith, and early faded youth. 
Is injur'd innocence the care of Heaven? 
If ſo, ta thee eternal bliſs is given! 
For thee the Maids ſhall ftrip the blooming bow'rs, 
And ſtrew thy grave with Nature's. faireſt flow'rs: 


Thyſelf once faireſt, joy of ev'ry eye, 
. Thy ear was never ſhut to Mig*ry's cry ; © 
Thou found'ſt the way each ſuccour to impart, 
And yet not wound the feelings of the heart. 
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Next, the Inſcription meets the tearful eye, 


And from our breaſts extorts another ſigh ; 
„Here lies Eliza, once a happy Maid, 
Till by fond love and faithleſs Man betray'd'; 
_ «+ Like the freſh roſe, the wither'd in her bloom, 
„And dropp'd an early victim to the tomb.”? 
O Death! how awfut thy unerring bow, 
It lays the hauglity and the rich man low ; 
The proud Lord here, forgetful of his birth. 
And titles, mingles with the meaneſt earthy. 
Some haſte to meet thee, as their ſureſt friend; 
Soothing their forrows with a gentle hand, 
Giving oblivion to their grief and care— 
While others view thee but with eyes of fear. 
When fickneſs from my cheek ſhall ſteal the bloom, 
And bid me haſte to Peath's uncertain gloom, 
Let me ſubmiſſive wait the Wilt of Heav'n, 
Nay, pleas'd, reſign the life my God has giv'm. 

At Night, returnꝰd, we view the learned page, 
" Wrote dy the hand of yenerable Age— 
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How Rome's firſt founders bold in Virtue grew, 
Firm to ther country, to each other true; i 
Till curſt Ambition ſtole into the mind, 1 
Ambition! bane and plague of human kind ! 
How ſhe her Virtues and her Glory loſt, 
And that fam'd Freedom, once her greateſt boaſt. 


Her beaut'ous walls are now o'er-grown with weeds, 
Where the ſwoln toad and hifling viper breeds. 
Theſe are thy works, unconquerable Time, 

Felt in all ages, and in ev'ry clime; 7 

All own thy might, ſave Virtue—that alone 

Shall fit ſecure, and thy rude pow'r diſown: 

And on a bliſsful, on a happy ſhore, | 

Survive, when Time itſelf ſhall be no more ; 

The Earth ſhall waſte, all Nature feel decay,. 
While Virtue reigns amid eternal day. 
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0 Hayeiness! to few known but by name, 
Say, dwell'ſt thou in the boſom of the deep? 

Art thou annex'd to Titles, Wealth, or Fame; 
Or near yon ſapient College doſt thou ſleep ? 


I've ſought thee in the unfrequented vale, 
Thro' whoſe fair ſhades windsÞft the babbling rill ; 
I hop'd to find thee in the towly dale, 


Or on the fummit of yon tow*ring hill. 


Oft have I chac'd thee o'er the verdant plain, 
Yet from my eyes you fickle ever flew ; 


And ftill my ſearches and my toils were vain, 


Thoꝰ oft I've graſp'd thee in my fancied view. 
TA I ſought 
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J ſought thee next in Learning's ample ſtore ; 


But ſtill in vain—Thouv'rt no where to be found? 


] caught a glimpſe in Philoſophic Lore, 


But fear thou'rt only an illufive ſound, 


Thus as I try'd to catch the flying Fair, 
Swiftly came on the gloomy ſhades of N ight ; 
And while my boſom heav*d with rneful care, 
A rev'rend Sage appear'd before my fight. 
An antique robe was *croſs his ſhoulders bound, 
„ Sandals, inſtead of ſhoes, adorn'd his feet; 
A wreath of palm his aged temples crown'd, 


His mien was awful, yet divinely ſweet! 


His furrow'd face a ſmiling aſpect wore, 
His fiiver locks beſpoke a length of years; 
My heart a rapture felt, unknown before, 
While thus the Sage my penſive boſom cheers: 
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00 Daughter,“ 
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* Daughter,“ he cried, attend i NSTRUCTION's voice! | 
_ «© You figh for HarrixEss—the Goddeſs flies; 
4 To lure her, yet depends upon your choice, 


« And how to keep her, in your wiſdom lies. 


„ Tis not in ſplendor, equipage, or noiſe, 
« To ſhine at ball, or ſparkle at the play; 

« Pleaſures like theſe the thinking mortal cloys— 
« They're ſhort, and fleeting as a winter day. 


1% Nor let Ambition ſnare thy ſwelling ſoul 

« For what is Fame beyond the preſent hour? 
“Beauty will fade, as years upon thee roll, 
And over hearts you'll loſe your boaſted pow'r. 


„From him that flatters ever fearful fly, | 
For falſehood hangs on his deceitful tongue; 
If he ſhould heave the faſcinating ſigh, 


O liſten not! or you are ſure undone. 
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Let Honour ſtill ſuſtain thy wav'ring heart; 

+ Tho? you ſhould find the tender conflict hard, 
Avoid the Youth made up of wiles and art, 

„ For Virtue ever is its own reward. 
„Court bleſt Religion in the penſive ſhade, 
e She'll breathe upon thy ſoul ſeraphic light ; 

& From her thow'lt ever find the ſureſt aid, 

And Heaven will open to thy diſtant fight. 


„Let thy pure hand the crying Orphan cheer, 
„And let thy charity the Widow bleſs ; 
Deny not to Afﬀiction, Pity's tear, 
% For Virtue's faireſt when ſhe aids Diſtreſs. 


This will enſure the Goddeſs to thy breaſt, 
„And Peace will 4 o'er thy humble Cell; 
Content will ſooth thy riſing cares to reſt, 
„ And with thee HAPPINESS ſhall ever dwell!“ 
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PLL haften, a wreath to prepare, 

And twine all the fweets of the bow'r: 
The woodbine, and lilly fo fair, 

And the violet, freſh blooming flow'r. 


The roſe, to the cheek of my Love, 
All faded appears to my view; 

Nor the now - drop, freſh, pluck'd from the grove, 
Can vie with her balkety white hue. 


Yet the roſe-bud I well may compare 
To the ſweet, modeft bluſh of the Maid 
And the ſnow-drop, ſo beaut'ous and fair, 


Is like her, in innocence 'ray'd. 


This garland, new cull'd from the vale, 


I' place on my fair Delia's head; 


Not the perfume theſe flowrets exhale 
Can compare with the breath of the Maid. 


DAMON 


DAMON AND PHYLLIDA». 


A TAST TRA b 


A Ys Shepherds, give over your ſtrains, 
© Attend to poor Phyllida's tale: 

« Youngs Damon, who gladden'd our plains, 
% Has left his fair Cot in the Vale. 


„ Entic'd by the Trumpet of Fame, 
His pipe and his crook laid afide, 
«© To raiſe by brave actions his name— 


All the horrors of Death he defy'd ! 


“ Contented and happy we were, 
„For healthful and large was our flock ; 
Their fleece as the ſnow-drop was fair, 


« And whiten'd the top of yon rock. 
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Our garden with flowrets was ſtor'd, 
«© Where roles and eglantine twine ; 
«© Where the bee ſtole his neQrous höard, 
And rich grapes pendant hung from the vine. 


Our cottage with jes'mine was crown'd, 
% Oaks'ſhaded the eats at the door; 
e The woodbine crept wantonly round, 
« And gave a freſh zeſt to our tore. 
- 
A ſtream by the fide of our cot, 
« Ran murmuring thro” a fair mead, 
Where Damon, ſo happy our lot! 
% Oft pip'd to my praiſe on his reed. 


„% Thus favour'd of Heaven, we dwelt, 
„No blifs but each other we knew ; 
« Our moments no ſorrow e'er felt, 


« For, wing'd by fond pleaſure, they flew : | 
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Till Strephon, who lives on yon Mount, 


«© One day to our vicinage came; 


% And tales he thought fit to recount, 


Of Glory, of Freedom, and Fame, 


« He told, in his youth how he fought ; 

% How he Riches and Honour acquir'd ; | 
How nobly he Liberty fought— 

& Till the breaſt of my Damon was fir'd ! 


He ſpoke with contempt of thoſe Swains, 


© Who for Alba would feel no alarms, 
„% But frolic and dance o'er the plains, 


while *gainſt Nations combin'd ſhe's in arms. 


„On this, my dear Damon grew ſad, 
«© No longer his cottage could pleaſe ; 


No longer his boſom was glad— 


His heart was a ſtranger to eaſe. 
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& His flowrets, which Be were his pride, 
„Unpropt and neglected they grew . 
„His lambs o'er the meadows ſtray'd wide, 


„And Peace from our cottage withdrew. 


„One day, as we ſat in the wood, 
„With theſe Warriors, ſaid Damon, I'll roam: 
&« Shall they for me ſhed their beſt blood, | 
«© While I fit inactive at home? | 


% In vain were his Phyllida's tears, 
For firm to his purpoſe he ſtood ; 
% In vain did ſhe paint her wild fears, 5 


And conjur'd up Horror's dark brood, . 


„ Theſe woods and theſe valleys, he W e 
© Can witneſs, thou'rt dear to my arms; ; 

But leave thee I muſt, ſtill he figh'd, 
For Glory reſiſtleſs has charms. 
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<6 20 ſoon will thy Shepherd return, 
„ All cover'd with latre!s, to thee ; 


be 
„% Again with fond love will I burn, 


And my paſſion I'll carve on each tree. 
| "4 
Next morning I travers'd each grove, 
«« But Damon had taken his flight, 
{© Forgetting his vows and his love : 
For ever he's loſt to my fight! 
= 
+ Then mourn, my dear Shepherds, with me, 


„% My Damon; I fear me, is flain : 


For Britain from War now 1s free, 


„And yet he returns not again. 


„No more will J join the gay throng, 
That feſtive now dance in the grove ; 
No more will J liit to the ſong, 


But mourn ail the day for my Love. 


« O Damon ! 
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& © Damon! moit Gar to my ſoul, 


% The tear ſtill faſt floivs at thy name: 


& While Time o'er my forrows ſhall roll, 


& 73] curſe the allurements of Fame.“ 
As ſhe ſpoke—o'er the far diſtant plain 
Her Damon came tripping along! 
And the Day that reſtor'd her loſt Swain, 


Each morn, 1s the theme of her ſong: 


— 


